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T be Tntgedie of Hamlet 

O heate, dry yp my braines, tcarcs fcucn times fate 

Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. ' l 

By heauen thy madnes fhall be paid with weight 

Till our fcaleturnethebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind lifter, fweet Ophelia, 

OHeauens, irtpoflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a poorc mans life ! 

Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his graue rain'd many a tearc, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did'ftperfwadercuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe, You muft ling a downe, a downe, 

And you call him a downe a. O ho w the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe Steward that flole his Mafters Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing's more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Roiemary, that for remembran c e, pray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer.h document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There's Fennill for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and hcere’s feme for mee, wee maycallitherbcof Grace a 
Sundayes, you may wearc your Rew with a difference, there'sa 
Dafie, I would giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and affli&ions,paffion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineffe, 

Ophe. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 

God a mercic on his foule, and all Chriftians foules, 

God buy yous. 

Laer. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, I muft commune with your griefe. 

Or you deny me right, goe but a parr, 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will* 

And they fhall heare and judge twist you and me* 

If by diteft or by collaturall hand 

They find vs touchr, we will our Kingdome gtue, 

Our crownc, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaaion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And wc fhall ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content . 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall. 

No Trophx, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere froth heauen to earth. 

That I muft call't in queftion. 

King* So you fhall. 

And where th’ Offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

x t Shut Horatio And others. 

Hera. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-fating men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 
Hora.. Let them come in. 

I doc not know from what part of the world 

I fhould be greeted. Ifnot from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sajlere . 
Say. God bleffe you fir. 

Hera. Lethimbleffctheeto. - 

Say. Afhallfirand pleafehim, there's a Letter For you fir , it 
came from theEmbaffador that was bound for England , if your 
name be Horatio, ns I am let to know it is; 

Her. Horatio, when thou (halt haue ouer-look t this, giue thele 
fcllowes fome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere 
we were two daies old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gauc vs chafe^fiodingour fclucs too flow of faile, wc put on 
a compelle d v alour ,an d in the grapplel boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip,fo I alone became their prifoncr, 
they haue dealt with me like theeues of mercy, but they knew 
what they did:I am to doe a t time for them, let the King haue the 
Letters I haue lent, and repaire thou to me with asmuchfpeed 
as thou wouldft flic death. I baue words to fpeakein thine eare 
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